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Comebacks 


Author's Notes: 
WARNING: There is a popslash character in here. | just want to give you a heads up so your eyes don't start 
bleeding if they aren't you thing. 


In light of the recent crossover between the world of Rockfic and popslash, | present a story | wrote a while 
ago, mostly to torture Heather, as she was my beta. Seriously, thanks to Heather for all the great beta she 


does for me. 


Lars was sitting on his couch, minding his own business (for once) when the doorbell rang. He heard a voice 


yelling, "Avon calling!" 
He recognized that voice and it not only brought a smile to his face, but it brought him to his feet and over 
to the door. When Lars got there, he opened the door and saw someone he hadn't seen in a while, so naturally 


he said, "Gave at the office," and slammed the door and leaned back against it. 


Less than a second later, he could hear and feel a fist pounding on the door. "Open up, you little fucker!" 


"Or what?" Lars asked. "You'll huff and you'll puff and you'll blow my house in?" 
"| won't huff and | won't puff, but open the door and I'll blow something for sure." 
Lars whipped the door back open so fast it slipped from his hand and banged into the wall. 


Both men watched the door bounce back towards them. Chris Kirkpatrick turned back to Lars and said, "Geez, 


Lars. How long has it been since you got laid anyway?" 

"Since you left town to be Mr. Grammy Awards, you fucker." 

Grabbing Chris's shirt, Lars pulled him into the foyer with one hand and pushed the door shut with the other. 
Chris didn't stop his forward motion after Lars stopped pulling at him. He only stopped when he was pressed 
up close to Lars. Leaning his head forward, he licked Lars’ lips and said, "Did you miss me when | was off doing 
real work as opposed to sitting around on my fat ass? Oh, wait. You're prepping for a tour. No, wait. Same 
thing." 


Leaning forward and giving a little bite, Lars replied sweetly, "Fucker." 


"Awwww. When you say stuff like that, | know you missed me." Chris wrapped his arms around Lars. "Whisper 


more of those sweet nothings to me." 

"Asshole. Dick. Cocksucker." 

“Take me upstairs, and I'll fulfill my promise to be one." 

Using the hold he still had on Chris's shirt, Lars began to pulling him up the stairs. Halfway up, Chris's hand 
slipped up to the one holding his shirt. When he tugged at it slightly, Lars let go of the shirt and grabbed onto 
his hand. 

When they reached the top, Lars looked down at their joined hands. 

"You are such a girl." 


Chris smirked. "Maybe, but I'm your girl." 


Lars tilted his head sideways, "Since you are such a girl, don't declarations like that always lead to one of us 


getting a fatal disease and dying a lingering (but beautifully lit) death?" 


"Nah. This isn't a movie of the week relationship. This a sitcom where we are the nutty couple and torture all 


our friends who said we'd never last." 


Lars nodded. "Torturing friends? | can do that," and proceeded to tug him down the hall. 


When they reached the bedroom, Lars whipped Chris around by the hand and into the room. Over-exaggerating 
the force, Chris allowed himself to be flung onto the bed. "Ouch. I'm mortally wounded." 


"Are you going to die before | get my blowjob? Cause | can be fast if you think you are going to die soon” 


"Coming fast is nothing to brag about, old man. | think it's an early sign of dysfunction I'll have to ask James 


next time | see him if that was one of his symptoms 
"Oh, he'll love you for that" 

Lars crossed over to the bed and flung himself down next to Chris. 
"Hey, remember. Torture of friends. Gotta do what the writer says" 


“Apparently, the writer doesn't like you that much or she wouldn't make you say thing guaranteed to piss of 


James: 
"But he's so cute when he's pissed of 

"Really?" 

"Yep, but not as cute as you are. Especially right now." 

"That's not pissed off. That's fucking horny. You fucking banged my door down after deserting me to go to a 
fucking awards show, and then you fucking promised me not once, but twice to blow me, and yet here | am, 
fully clothed and not one orgasm have | had," Lars took a breath, "What do you know? | am pissed off" 
"Cutely pissed off and horny. Its a good look for you" 

"It may be, but | think I'd like to move onto ‘blissed out and sated’ now" 

"Since | know from personal experience that too is a good look for you, | am willing to help you achieve it! 


Sitting up on the bed and sliding down to his knees beside it, Chris said, "Besides, ten to one once | tell you 
about who hit on me at the Grammy's, you'll be back to pissed off in no time." 


The End 


